I'd climb a mountain for a 

Liama! 


Written by dreamkatcha. Any related videos, as always, can 
be found on my YouTube channel. 

None of this would have been possible without the fantastic 
resources generously provided by immensely talented 
emulator authors, and communities such as Hall of Light, 
Lemon Amiga, Lemon 64, World of Spectrum, Moby Games, 
World of Longplays and Recorded Amiga Games. Thank you 
for your tireless dedication to preserving the history of 

gaming. 


Games publishers pouncing on movie studios to prematurely 
secure a license to convert their upcoming blockbuster 
hopefuls was distinctly a phenomenon of the '80s and '90s. 
Development work often commenced long before the sets 
had been dismantled, so how well the inspiring movie would 
perform fell to a combination of educated guesswork and 
gut instinct. It's not difficult then to surmise how we ended 
up with as many snubbed games based on dodgy movies as 
decent games based on popular, successful movies. 

Once the cash had been invested, the game polished and 
ready to ship, they'd tend to be released regardless of the 
movie's reception. Should it land in theatres like a lead 
balloon, the game would likely follow suit, ostracised with 
suspicion, sometimes not even reviewed by mainstream 
media. Waterworld is the perfect example. 




The Shadow - also by Ocean - took a different path after 
missing its projected September 1994 ETA. Finally assumed 
complete early in 1995, six months after the movie hit 
cinemas in the US, its publication was cancelled and the 
project shelved indefinitely. Gary Bracey and Ian Turnbull 
who managed the production had seen the box office figures 
by this stage, decided that it wouldn't be financially viable 
to release an already belated translation based on an 
expensive, dismally performing celluloid failure, thus pulled 
the plug. 

The Shadow starring Alec Baldwin was met with a largely 
negative critical reception, resulting in a mediocre $48m 
box office return from a hefty $40m outlay. Dating back to 
1931, the vigilante playboy - a forerunner to Batman - is one 
of the oldest comic book superheroes. A lesser-known, sorely 
underutilized one, unfortunately, likely why he generated so 
little enthusiasm amongst cinema-goers, uninspiring plot 
notwithstanding. 

Lamont Cranston played by Alec Baldwin, like all bona fide, 
pulp fiction superheroes, lives a duel life, operating under 
the guise of a secret persona whenever called upon to tackle 
the criminal underworld without revealing his true identity, 
whether the police appreciate his help or not. 

Lamont Cranston: (sees Barth reading a note) What's the 
matter? Cops and robbers business slowing down? 

Barth: Mm-mm. It's a report of that damn Shadow 
character again. 

Lamont Cranston: I thought you said he was only a 
rumor. 

Barth: I'm sick of this Shadow business. His meddling in 
police affairs. This time tomorrow. I'll put a task force on 


him. 


Lament Cranston: (using mind control on Barth) You're 
not going to appoint a task force. 

Barth: No. The hell with it. I'm not going to appoint a 
task force. 

Lament Cranston: You're not going to pay any attention 
to these reports of the Shadow. 

Barth: Ignore them entirely. 

Lament Cranston: There is no Shadow. 

Barth: No, there is no Shadow. If there were, I'd be 
Eleanor Roosevelt. 

It's interesting to note how similar The Shadow's persuasion 
techniques are to those used by the Jedi in Star Wars. Also, 
incidentally, that the word 'force' is dropped into the 
conversation three times during the short scene as though 
to reinforce the concept. That's not something devised by 
the movie's producers in the '90s, it harks back to the 
original radio/pulp fiction source material. 

Technically The Shadow's truly proper genuine name is Kent 
Allard, he's only pretending to be Lament. Even his secret 
identity has a secret identity, and he has no idea what it is 
because it's confidential. He's also known intermittently as 
Henry Arnaud, Isaac Twambley and Fritz the Janitor, so it's 
no wonder he's a bit troubled. From time to time Alec 
morphs into something distinctly less Baldwiny (cue liberal 
application of prosthetics) to reflect peoples' fluctuating 
perception of him. 

Margo Lane: Oh, God I dreamed. 


Lamont Cranston: So did I. What did you dream? 


Margo Lane: I was lying naked on a beach in the South 
Seas. The tide was coming up to my toes. The sun was 
beating down. My skin hot and cool at the same time. It 
was wonderful. What was yours? 

Lamont Cranston: I dreamed I tore all the skin off my 
face and was somebody else underneath. 

Margo Lane: You have problems. 

Lamont Cranston: I'm aware of that. 

Having had salvation from drug-dealing kingpinism thrust 
upon him by a good Samaritan of sorts, Cranston turns his 
back on the dark side under the tutelage of holy man, Tulku. 
"The weed of crime bears bitter fruit". The Shadow preaches, 
so he should probably practice it too. Haunting schismic 
memories of his former tyrannical life as 'Yin-Ko' back in 
Tibet and all the maiming/genocide he oversaw likely won't 
wash clean overnight. Dark Eagles can never be tethered 
completely and superheroes weren't built in a day. 
Nevertheless, you've got to start somewhere, and that may 
as well be your home city. 

Lamont Cranston: Do you have any idea who you just 
kidnapped? 

Tulku: Cranston; Lamont Cranston. 

Lamont Cranston: You know my real name? 

Tulku: Yes. I also know that for as long as you can 
remember, you struggled against your own black heart 
and always lost. You watched your spirit, your very face 


change as the beast claws its way out from within you. 
You are in great pain, aren't you? 

(Cranston leaps at the Tuiku, who magically vanishes 
and reappears) 

Tuiku: You know what evil lurks in the hearts of men, for 
you have seen that evil in your own heart. Every man 
pays a price for redemption; this is yours. 

Lamont Cranston: I'm not lookin' for redemption! 

Tuiku: You have no choice: you will be redeemed, 
because I will teach you to use your black shadow to 
fight evil. 

Born a mere mortal, he must undergo rigorous physical and 
mental training to acquire his special abilities; primarily the 
power to hypnotize, read minds, and manipulate people's 
perception so as to render himself invisible to them. Hence 
Cranston's catchphrase, "Who knows what evil lurks in the 
hearts of men? The Shadow knows.". To pre-empt your 
question, darts won't pass straight through an invisible man. 
I know it was on the tip of your tongue. 

The Shadow: I'll be there... around every corner... in 
every empty room... as inevitable as your guilty 
conscience... 





A bit rich considering his own scurrilous past! Nevertheless, 
honed to perfection these skills are exploited in protecting 
anyone under threat from New York's criminal fraternity. In 
return, the grateful/guilt-tripped recipients of Cranston's 
sacrifice are invested into the fold. 

The Shadow: I saved your life, Roy Tam. It now belongs 
to me. 

Dr Roy Tam: It does? 

Ruby-jewelled rings conferred to designate them as agents 
of The Shadow, the chosen ones forever-more serve to assist 
him in countering nefarious underworld activity. They're a 
bit like the bat signal and convey just as little useful 
information as to the kind of incident they are expected to 
attend. That's why secret notes written in disappearing ink 
are necessary. 

Moe Shrevnitz: (puts a ring from the Shadow on Tam's 
finger) Don't ever take it off. 

Dr Roy Tam: (confused) Who are you? 

Moe Shrevnitz: (holds up his hand with an identical ring 
on it) Somebody who owes him their life... somebody 
just like you. 

Together the multifaceted team stand a better chance of 
tackling the movie's chief villain, Shiwan Khan, a 
descendant of notorious former despot Ghengis Khan, and 
rogue protege of Tulku. Shiwan is a regular foe emanating 
from the pulps who appears in The Golden Master, Shiwan 
Khan Returns, The Invincible Shiwan Khan, and Masters of 
Death. 
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Shiwan is introduced to the plot by way of delivery to New 
York's natural history museum sequestered away in Ghengis 
Khan's sarcophagus. He theatrically emerges from the 
elaborate cask - as all super-villains worth their salt are 
obliged to do - wasting no time in attempting to proselytise 
new recruits to the cause. Anyone unsure about joining him 
in peddling unbridled evil is unceremoniously dispatched. 

Dr Roy Tam: I guess you would call it an implosive- 

explosive sub-molecular device. 

Lament Cranston: Or an Atomic Bomb. 

Dr Roy Tam: Hey, that's catchy 
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A desire to subjugate the entire globe must run through the 
Khan bloodline. Shiwan's insane scheme entails kidnapping 
Reinhardt, a scientist working on an atomic device for the 
Department of War, to coerce him into building an atomic 
bomb. Meet Ian McKellen before he was better known as 
Gandalf, this time in a far more low-key, minor role. 

Shiwan Khan: In three days, the entire world will hear 
my roar, and willingly fall subject to the lost empire of 
Shan Kahn. That is a lovely tie, by the way. May I ask 
where you acquired it? 

Lament Cranston: Brooks Brothers. 

Shiwan Khan: Is that mid-town? 

Lament Cranston: 45th and Madison. You are a 
barbarian. 












Shiwan Khan: Thank you. We both are. 

An acknowledging parody of the product placement found in 
the inspiring radio show in case you were wondering. Nice to 
see someone did their homework with regards to the 
character's heritage. 

Lots of goings-on, go on, in-between leading up to the 
inevitable final showdown. During which The Shadow 
neutralises the threat to humanity by seizing control of 
Khan's sentient 'Phurba' dagger, turning it against him to 
disrupt his hypnotic capacity, then telekinetically launching 
a broken shard of mirror glass into the nut-job's warped 
brain. 





Shiwan Khan: Your mind is like an open book to me! 


Lament Cranston: Then learn how to read! 




























Didn't see that conning did you? It was touch and go for a 
while there seeing as a 6.7 magnitude earthquake 
decimated the hall of mirrors set in which this scene unfolds, 
causing a week-long nemesis execution delay. What 
ultimately made the cut was an abridged version of the 
originally planned finale, so if it seems a bit anaemic that's 
why. 

When Shiwan wakes up he finds himself incarcerated in the 
padded cell of an insane asylum having been lobotomised. 
With his frontal lobe eviscerated (by an agent of The 
Shadow who just so happens to be a surgeon), Khan's 
psychic powers are snuffed out and the world is safe from his 
tyranny. Shhh, somebody's coming! 



OK, next! Whose go is it now to stake a world-takeover bid? 
Clearly expecting reprisals or another psychotic loon to fill 
the power void, Cranston strikes up a crime-fighting (as well 
as romantic) relationship with Margo Lane, Reinhardt's 





telepathic daughter. Her name, inspired by Margot 
Stevenson, introduced as a love interest and confident to 
the dark avenger. They look quite similar too, which I don't 
suppose happened accidentally. This portending conclusion 
was written at a time when the franchise was gearing up for 
sequels and a flood of spin-off merchandise - such as games! 
- which sadly failed to transpire. 

Margo Lane: We need each other. 

Lament Cranston: No we don't. 

Margo Lane: We have a connection. 

Lament Cranston: No we don't. 

Margo Lane: Then how can you explain that I can read 

your thoughts? 

Lament Cranston: My thoughts are hard to miss. 

Margo Lane: And why is that? 

Lament Cranston: Psychically, I'm very well endowed. 

Margo Lane: I'll bet you are. 

Ocean's contribution to the Shadow empire is a strange 
representation of the cult status superhero in that it focuses 
entirely on the brawnier side of his nature. I say is because 
despite being canned, the SNES beat 'em up, 16 megabit 
ROM has been available since March 1995 having been 
leaked by mysterious anonymous forces. I expect it was 
dropped off in a jiffy bag to B. Jonas' empty office on 23rd 
Street, Manhattan. It's since spread all over the web and can 
be snagged in a few clicks. 


Atari Jaguar and SEGA Mega Drive editions were also in the 
works at the same time, though have yet to surface. 

In January 1995, reviews of the SNES game began to 
emerge, suggesting an ETA of March 1995, nonetheless 
concluding that it's unlikely to be worth the wait. Their main 
reservation was a failure to evolve the genre beyond inroads 
made by Final Fight, already four years old by this stage. 

It's hard to argue with their logic, although it was the Streets 
of Rage series that really put scrolling co-op beat 'em ups on 
the map. Flad The Shadow made its mark, it would have 
been somewhere between the green raised bits home to 
landlubbers, what with its lack of variety, paucity of special 
moves and character options. Alternatively, we could have 
played as Margot yet aren't given a choice. What resulted 
was a simplistic, prolonged button-masher with little to 
motivate progression beyond drawing correlations between 
the backdrops/opponents and the movie. 

On offer by way of special manoeuvres are the 'shadow 
dash', 'devastate' and invisibility tricks. 





Activating the dash causes Shadow to bridge a gap of a few 
feet so swiftly he's untraceable until pummelling into an 
enemy. It's the same technique we see Alec Baldwin perform 
in the movie when dispatching mobsters subsequent to 
rescuing Dr Tam from a concrete-booted drowning. 

Devastation entails unleashing an atomic blast dome, 
instantly clearing everything on-screen. This one seems to 
be directly influenced by the movie. There Cranston 
possesses a coin composed of 'brozium' given to him by 
Khan that can potentially instigate an atomic explosion. 



Invisibility, you'd imagine, would be a tricky power-up to 
depict in a practical way, which is why your almost entirely 
black protagonist sprite becomes completely-thoroughly 
black whenever the technique is activated. Nifty, t/7af works. 
What you can achieve by slipping into incognito mode, I 
hope, is self-explanatory. 




This was a feature adopted from The Shadow radio show and 
thought to be originally inspired by the 1916 action serial, 
The Shielding Shadow. Not true invisibility mind you, the 
ability to mess with peoples' minds so they believe he's 
invisible. A trick Khan can also perform, ably demonstrated 
when convincing sailors to jump off the top of the Empire 
State Building and concealing his base of operations; the 
palatial Monolith Hotel. 

Whenever accumulating special move juice (see the extra 
power bar) we can instead fall back on the standard attack 
moves; punch, kick, uppercut, knee, throw, and flying kick. 
Repeated flying kicks will see us through most scuffles, 
making it effortless to plough through without considering 
adaptation of tactics. 




Get bored with limb-based assault and you might like to 
dabble with a selection of weapons either stolen from 
adversaries or found strewn across the landscape. Up for 
grabs and available for use for a limited period is a sword, 
metal pipe, fireballs, baseball bat and so on. 












































Certain elements of the scenery can further be weaponised 
assuming it's possible to uproot and throw it in the direction 
of opponents. 


























Encroaching on the Punisher's territory, finally, there's the 
double pistol gambit. These M1911 .45-caliber semi¬ 
automatic pistols are whipped out automatically whenever 
baddies show up wielding their own shooty-bang-bang 
devices. This isn't something Ocean devised, it was adopted 
from the movie, in turn, an idea taken from the Shadow pulp 
magazine. In the 1986 four-part mini-series comic. The 
Shadow: Blood and Judgement, he instead wields an Uzi in 
each hand, so perhaps they were out of stock at the time. 




















A targeting reticule allows us to take assailants out of the 
equation rather than the nnore orthodox system of lining up 
with them on the same plane and then pulling the trigger. 
Unfortunately, it's all a bit fickle so would have benefitted 
from further refinement. Interesting idea though. 


























Huge bosses are our reward for reaching the end of each 
themed stage. Impressive graphically and in stature, 
although posing no more of a threat than a standard huddle 
of Mongoloid warriors, security guards, scientists, sailors et 
al. 



Some were clearly inspired by the movie, others are off-the- 
beaten-path novel creations that loosely fit the bill. It would 
be unfair to criticise Ocean for that; the movie wasn't 
exactly brimming with alternatives. It's not one of those 
super-villain assembly type deals. 










New York streets including Times Square, the Empire State 
Building, War Department laboratories, Chinatown, Natural 
History Museum, carnival, and Monolith Hotel serve as the 
backdrop for our 8-level bloodsport excursion. 













































Everything is splendidly drawn, faithfully adapted 
embracing a charming comic book style favoured by similar 
Neo Geo games. Plus, there's usually some intriguing 
diversion or other taking place in the background. Crows 
flapping nonchalantly betwixt flailing limbs, for instance, 
while the more sensible ones perch on a fence in the 
foreground totally motionless to avoid becoming entangled 
in the melee. A modicum of animation there would have 
helped to keep us immersed in an otherwise credible 
environment. 













In the amusement park, swindling carnies ply their trade 
oblivious to the brawl erupting before their eyes. 



















Had they been paying nnore attention they might have had a 
quiet word in our ear for causing criminal damage to their 
'high striker'. Hurl an opponent into the pressure point a 
hammer would normally strike and it's possible to force the 
puck up its tower to ring the bell, causing the muscle-o- 
metre to flash in recognition of our brute strength. No prizes 
are offered for breaking the strongman record, unfortunately. 

In the house of fear, an organ player serenades Shadow as 
he sashays past life-size Hammer Horror monster 
mannequins. They won't spring to life when you're back's 
turned so keep your eyes on the bomb. Fists too; you'll have 
several opportunities to hack it to pieces. So multiple bombs 
in fact. 









Elsewhere we can see our own reflection in windows or 
mirrors... until chucking something or someone into them, 
shattering the glass. 



Note that this dynamic will also come into play during the 
finale when it's necessary to bury a sliver of mirror glass in 
Khan's frontal lobe. Appropriately enough this 'Room of 






Doom' mirroring the movie. It does make an effort in that 
regard, tying the action to movie scenes by way of 
interstitials that communicate the upcoming challenge or 
turn of events via an olde-worlde-futuristic-video-phone. 

This is set in the 1930s remember. Between these cue cards, 
plenty of background scenery joins the dots, evoking the 
composition of its source material. 



Ambient weather effects constitute another icing-the-cake 
type touch that helps to immerse us in the environment. 
Crackling lightning illuminates the nebulous New York 
streets, bleaching the normal colour palette as driving rain 
pelts the ground, spattering into tiny whirlpools upon 
impact. 





























We arrive at our destination via taxi, no doubt driven by 
chauffeur Moses 'Moe' Shrevnitz, one of our loyal 
supporters/agents, happy to repay his survival debt. We 
don't actually see him so you'll have to use your 
imagination. Initially, he's the only Shadow agent aware of 
Lamont's true identity, and possibly the first to join the 
vigilante crew. 

Later, beat 'em up action gives way to motorbike-riding beat 
'em up action as we continue our pursuit of the elusive 
Khan. While a nice break from the norm, it's not something I 
remember the Shadow doing in the movie or anywhere else. 
A toy motorbike was, however, manufactured to tie in with 
the movie's release, so perhaps it relates to a deleted or 
scripted, yet not filmed scene. 








































other 'transport' is factored in when exploring the shrouded 
Monolith Hotel's various floors. Peering in through the glass- 
fronted building, we fight behind a transparent barrier that 
reflects streanns of sunlight to create a striking visual effect, 
aptly dennonstrating the degree of care and attention 
invested by the graphicians involved. 



In other areas, the scenery feels like a work in progress. 
Large gaps in the floor suggest it might be possible to shove 
opponents over the edge to fall to their doom ala Renegade. 
Sadly not. They hit an invisible barrier, land on the deck, flip 
back up and beg for further pummelling until keeling over 
irrecoverably. It's probably a deliberate perceptual trick, of 
course, the clouded mind sees nothing. 

Nevertheless, exiting some levels requires us to shoulder- 
barge locked wooden doors so the potential for interacting 
with scenery feels unpredictably random. 





















Visually, the cream of the crop presents towards the end of 
the saga upon squaring up to Khan for the first time. He's 
kind of defeated twice in the movie too so that's an 
appropriate route to victory. Arch-nemesis warfare shouldn't 
be over in seconds. 

Upper and lower segments of the screen are segregated by 
alternately oscillating crystal blue planes with a tiny gap far 
into the distance preventing them from clashing, 
engendering a sort of manic, psychedelic rave party vibe. 
We stumble into the surreal scene wedged in the centre of 
the head-mashing disco vice, swaying drunkenly, 
attempting to keep our Shredded Wheat from re-emerging. 
Or at least that was my experience. The Shadow remained 
composed at all times as you'd expect. 

















Lamont Cranston: Am I in hell? 

Tuiku: Not yet. 

More likely you'll have switched off long before reaching this 
point in protest against tedium torture. You could probably 
reach the end by sellotaping your joypad so as to keep 
forging ahead on autopilot, autofire taking care of the 
attacks on your behalf. Even stitch the bullet holes in your 
Lycra super-suit whilst waiting. Good luck getting away with 
that. Who knows what cheats lie in the minds of gamers? As 
you sow evil, so shall you reap evil! 






Another option is to watch someone eise's iongplay Nearly 
all screen-grabs captured from Schlauchi's play-through, 

thank you very much. 

To be fair, it's a scrolling beat 'em up. How much variety can 
you expect? Even by 1995, they hadn't evolved that much 
since the days everyone was agog crowding around Double 
Dragon cabinets in the arcades. It's not the games that 
changed, many of us simply grew tired of playing the 
equivalent of TMNT or The Simpsons arcade games wearing 
different outfits. 

The Shadow is really no different and couldn't have been 
unless Ocean had picked an alternative genre that promoted 
the exploration of the subject matter in more depth. 




Likewise, the movie represents a whirlwind tour of the 
Shadow chronicles, skimming over his back-story with a few 
parsimonious lines of text. Spending the majority of 
Baldwin's screen-time as his less captivating Lament 
persona, opportunities were certainly missed to reveal what 
makes him distinct from all the other wannabe world-savers, 
some of which were directly inspired by the granddaddy of 
them all. 

Most disappointing, however, is the cliched plot that 
revolves around a none too sinister, prosaic cardboard cut¬ 
out villain harbouring a banal desire to destroy the world. 
Again. What may have been an intriguing concept back in 
1931, doesn't really cut it now, or even back in 1994 when 
Lament had already been in the Shadows for the past forty 
years, in the meantime ousted by countless Superman, 
Batman, X-Men, Wonder Woman, Supergirl, and Spider-Man 
movies, TV shows and cartoons. Which, perhaps saliently, 
were set closer to our current day time-line rather than 
rooted firmly in film noir past. 

Despite a talented cast of acclaimed actors, they're given 
little of merit to do and aren't enough to plug the deficit left 
by a weak premise and underexposed star. A bumbling one 
who seems to survive close shaves more often through sheer 
serendipity or others' intervention. As such he failed to gain 
traction with new audiences unfamiliar with his esteemed 
legacy, who instead turned to more exhilarating crime- 
fighters faced with mindbogglingly elaborate rouses. 



